240

the economy in building material, the rocky soil
serving at the same time as wall and roof. Since
they had no doctor when they became ill, doctors'
bills for rheumatism and tuberculosis never con-
stituted a part of their budget.

But these subterranean holes, or even the caravans
of gipsies, struck me as veritable palaces compared
with the hovels on the Barcelona water-front,
threatened by every storm at sea. The rotting
boards were washed by the waves; the roofs con-
sisted of flattened-out tins ; the window-panes, of
glass fragments eked out with paper where necessary.
As I saw them that afternoon the inhabitants of
these hovels could certainly be described as sub-
human. Clad in rags, dirty, neglected, and un-
kempt, they were lounging and sitting on their
doorsteps. For all my curiosity, it was some long
time before I ventured down into the little street.
They looked me up and down as if I had been a
hostile foreigner. There was nobody here to raise
the clenched fist and to say " salud."

Upon reaching the end of the alley, I turned to
retrace my steps, only to find that my retreat had
been cut off. A brawl had suddenly flared up in
the middle of the street, and the air resounded with
bestial cries and curses. Two young fellows in
their torn shirts were going for each other, and every
moment I expected knives to flash out. A boy of